instructing him to give it into her hands. I expected no answer,
but three minutes later the attendant returned with the message
that "she sent her greetings".
It was past six when I was summoned to the General.
He was in his study, dressed as though he were on the point
of going out. His hat and coat were lying on the sofa. It
seemed to me as I went in that he was standing in the middle of
the room with his legs wide apart and his head hanging, talking
aloud to himself. But as soon as he saw me, he rushed at me
almost crying out, so that I involuntarily stepped back and was
almost running away, but he seized me by both hands and
drew me to the sofa; sat down on the sofa himself, made me
sit down in an armchair just opposite himself, and, keeping
tight hold of my hand, with trembling lips and with tears
suddenly glistening on his eyelashes, began speaking in an
imploring voice.
"Alexey Ivanovitch, save, save me, spare me.11
It was a long while before I could understand. He kept
talking and talking and talking, continually repeating, "Spare
me, spare me!" At last I guessed that he expected something
in the way of advice from me; or rather, abandoned by all in
his misery and anxiety, he had thought of me and had sent for
me, simply to talk and talk and talk to me.
He was mad, or at any rate utterly distraught. He clasped
his hands and was on the point of dropping on his knees before
me to implore me (what do you suppose?) to go at once to Mile.
Blanche and to beseech, to urge her to return to him and marry
him.
"Upon my word, General," I cried; "why, Mile. Blanche is
perhaps scarcely aware of my existence. What can I do?"
But it was vain to protest; he didn't understand what was
said to him. He fell to talking about Granny, too, but with
terrible incoherence; he was still harping on the idea of sending
for the police.
"Among us, among us," he began, suddenly boiling over
with indignation; "among us, in a well-ordered state, in fact,
where there is a Government in control of things, such old
women would have been put under guardianship at oncel Yes,
my dear sir, yes," he went on, suddenly dropping into a
scolding tone, jumping up from his chair and pacing about the
room; "you may not be aware of the fact, honoured sir," he
said, addressing some imaginary "honoured sir" in the corner,
"so let me tell you . . . yes . . . among us such old women_